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This Copy of “ALLY SLOPER” is a Railway Accident Life Policy for £150. (Nine Claims already Paid.) 
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FIRE AT MILDEW COURT. 


“ Whatevr may be said of poor Papa’s many little failings, it is impossible to deny that he is of a most heroic nature. In consequence of some disgraceful 
pranks played the other night by Alexandry and that awful Higgins, we all narrowly escaped being burnt in our beds, and but for Papa’s gallantry some fatality 
would certainly have occurred. Evelina and Aunt Geeser were staying in the house, and Papa’s spirited rescue of the latter was indeed a bold deed of 
daring, though Mamma jealously asserts he mistook her in the confusion for Lardi Longsox, who was also ona visit. Auntie’s night attire is really weird.’—Toortsiz. 


IN BLACK AND WHITE. ONE MORE JACK. 


THIB8 particular Jack was a Jack Ovet, born at Notting- 
ham, who, “after serving an apprenticeship to a shoemaker 
for some time, gained his bread by that industrial and 
useful employment ; but his licentious disposition inclining 
him to peotliens and abandoned company, he soon took to 
the highway.” 

You often hear of ladies and gentlemen taking to the 
stage, as though it were quite easy to obtain that kind of 
employment, but it isn’t. However, Jack's biographer tells 
us that he “took to the road,” and after having purchase-l 
a pores, Peeule: and every necessary utensil proper to his 
projected profession, he rode towards London, and, on the 
way, robbed a gentleman of £20. That ventleman, however, 
not destitute of courage, and unwilling to part with his 
money, told Ovet that if he had not taken him unawares, he 
would not so soon have plundered him of his property. 
The son of Crespin was not destitute of the essential quali- 
fications of his new profession ; he therefore replied that he 
had already ventured his life for £20; * But,” continued he, 
“here's your money again, and whoever is the better mon, 
let him win it and wear it.” On which he killed the 
gentleman and carried off the coin. 

Another story told of Ovet is that one day he met the 
Worcester stage coach, in which were several young hidies. 


e robbed them all; but one of them being extremely 
(1) “ Let's give this old party a rub. (2) “He never suspects us.” (3) ‘Very well managed, the vagabonds !" pretty he “ was struck with admiration and whee he took 
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her money from her, said, ‘Madame, cast not your eyes down, 
neither cover your eyes with those modest blushes. Your charms 
have softened my temper. Iam no longer the man I was. What 
I have taken from you, throngh mere necessity at present, is only 
borrowed ; for a8 no object on earth had ever such an effect on me 
fa you, assure yourself, that if you please to tell me where | may 
nce to age I will, upon honour, make your loss good to the 
very utmost, 


eecond year of his age. 
(Next week,“ The Proepect-Row Murder.” ) 
Ree 


pprnons w 
Wednesday, May 5th, 1708, he was justly hanged in thirty- 


Bak GAnDNIN, 


Billium and me is pe to ava monster meatin about them sedes, 
Kernel! North, Barnie Burnatoe, Arthur Robberts, and the Wite 


hide Caftir av prommis to kum. 
oe 
TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
%.° Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 


shoulil inclose a stam ped enrelope edt a enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps, 


We're unabletoat present, Thank you all the same, F.G. Pleased 
to ace them, WILFRID VANNER. C'acless to ws, thanks, 8, BE. Sorry 
we've no use for sketches: Stamps omitted, OWEN JONES. 
Swindles altogether, Reapen; You would never get the loans. 
Kindly call jor sketches, VanDieN. ROBERT LUCEY sent no 
stamp. All that sort of thing, INDIGNANT Ath ssesprad 
must cramp. Hacen't any space for letter; Much ged though, 
8B. DraNgE, Pitiful, indeed, ADMILER;: Think of all he might 


‘hace been, 


—_——— 


“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Itlustrated Paper in the World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
cacepted, post free: 
3 months, 18. 6d.; 6 months, 36. 3d.; 12 monthe, 6s. 6d. 
Jn Stamps or 1'.0.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“Tue SLOPEuiEs,” 99 SHOK Lane, FLEET STREET, Loxvox, E.C. 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 


PARIS 
On sale at all Kivsques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 


PARIS AGENCY, 22 RvE DE La Banque. 


NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


£150— 


Wl be paid ta the next-of hin very Man, Woman, Roy, or Girl 
(Nailway Serrants on duty excepted), who shall oe eg to meet 
with his vr her death ina lailway Accident to Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVINED @ copy of the current texue of “ ALLY SLOPER's HALF- 
Honiway” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ ALLY SLoprn's JIAL¥-Honipay” is published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wedueaday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance laste one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
follorweing Wednesday morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


ScexE—Nailway Carriage. 
Gruff Passenger. This is my foot-warmer, sir, 
Cheerful Dikto. 1 really beg your pardon, I had no idea 
your feet were taking up the whole of it. 
ss 


s 
Gorerness. Dear, dear, how is this? Why, you don't know a 
line of your leseon to-day. 
Hopeful, Well, didn't you hear mg tell me yesterday that little 
boys should be even aud uot hear¢ 2 


* 

“OnE of the problems of life which I have never been able to 
solve is whether, when a man is applauded at the end of a Jong 
apecch, he ought to feel complimented or the reverse.”—Ertract 
Jrom SLOPER's COGITATIONS, shortly to be published, price 4d. 

ss 


s 
Friend. Do you find the changes in the weather affect your 
spirits at all? , x 
Swigley. Oi! rather. Drink gin cold when it's fairly mild, but 
as soon as it turns cold I ulways take on Irish hot. 
ss 
LIVED in our town'a wealthy merchant-man, 
Whose business gave to many hands employ ment ; 
And drudging them, upon the swerting plan, 
Was, day by day, his sole and sweet enjoyment, 


He now is dead, that Pink and Prince of Sweating ! 
He died of dark derynir (disease unique !), 
Because he failed to find a means of getting 
His labouring men to work—eight days a week ! 
te 


om Contributor, Dear Sir—I oo aie pat Me is the 
h time | have tried you, Hope you will accept it. | 
to hee iter. Sorry dee tant to return MSS. Why don't you 
ad thing I can use 
prea Ceatrituter. Dear Sir,—What can you use? 
From Editor, Dear Sir,x—Whisky, cigars and postage stamps, 
ss 


s 
“ ” said the self-satisfied spouse, as she finished 
dare aa tether half's fourth pair of eocka, “1 wonder what ‘ou 
would do without me?” “I should US paren marry again, 
replied the brute, and then the row started to the same old tune. 


Firet Member of oh aa Capital Iccture, don’t you think ?— 

bas oi primi, Audience II'm, yes; but I know where he 
it from. : 

ig Sag Ai a arian (astonished). You don't say so !— 


where? + Member of Audience. The dictionary. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 613.—The “ Little Boy Blue” Costume. 


Captain Ram; 


“HE'S ONE OF THE JAYS.” 
I think we're both about the same form, aren't 


rv. 
we, Marker? (Te ra, with his foot. 
Alarker. You lass ng Mr. tives ore eck, sir, I do know! 


[About sete ee Mr. Green'orn comes to the conclusion 
that there is a lot to learn in the game ; it is 


also capensire, tery! 


| Hh 
| 4 AAU 


ia 
SHE HID A SMILE. 


Gladys. No, 1 never play football or golf 
Heronlcan Being. Well. perhaps, after al 
best left to the stronger scx. atari 


oO 


i, 


I don't even cycle. 
such amusements are 


(Saturday, danuary 25, 1826, 


Mra. A. Why, you seem to know more about the C.’s than [ do ; 
1 wasn't aware you were acquainted. 

Mr. B. \'m not; but my new servant, who came in yesterday, 
was in service there last. *° 


“ Just five shillings. old oa, said the sponcer, “and I shall be 
for ever indebted to you.” “IT know it,” was the answer, “aud 
that's the very reason why I don’t mean to lend it you.” 
ve 
s 

Todger. 1 see old Haricot has given up vegetarianism. I met 
him just now at lunch, wiring into a ramp steak like a good ‘un, 

Hudger, Yes, he very nearly got tossed by a bull the other day, 
and he thought it so beastly ungrateful, that he's made up his mind 
for revenge. *,° 


ARTIST Jones is so very full 
Of his life's absorbing passion, 

That knaves and spongers him can “gull” 
In the most astounding fashion. 


And hence his character is quite 
A contradiction, seein 
That Artist Jones, though an art-full wight, 
Is a dreadfully articss being ! 
ss 


Little Willie. Where's mama, nurse? 

Nurac, Oh! gone for a soldier. 

Little Willie. 1 hope she won't take yours, nurse. 
es 


a 
“ AT any rate,” said the peers couneel, re-assuringly, to his 
client, “* we have got a g: judge to try the case; you can rely 
upon obtaining strict justice." “Yes, confound it,” was the 


despondent rejoinder, “that's the very thing 1 don’t want.” 


ss 
s 
Aunt Geeser. And how is the twins getting along with their 
French now? 
Mre. Sloper. Oh, splendid! They're eo clever, I believe in a 
few more lessons they'll be able to speak the language like a 
Parishioner. oe 


‘ re ae sl Sit down here, sir, please. Shall 1 take you full 
lace 
‘Arry. Take me fool face? Whoare yer calling names, I shud 
like iohees, yer long-‘uired weazel ? 
ss 


s 
Our Hard Up Contributor says that it ix only the man who tries 
to borrow money who renlizex the number of dwarfs there are 
about. “I'm very short myself,” is the almost invariable confession, 
ss 


s 
Wiggs. What made little Stuntley break off with Mrs. Weeds? 
1 thought he was ro desperately gone on her. 
Wagga. So he was; but he's such a tiny chap, you see, that he's 
frightened of being referred to as “the widow's mite.” 


s 
Invalid Judge. 1{ 1 could only get a little sleep now, I fecl it 
would do me a world of b 
Physician, 1¢ would, indeed. Try to imagine that you are upon 
the bench. 7 


THE vernal bard awakes from sleep, 
And sets his eyebrows in an arch, 

And asks his Muse up rhyme-hills steep 
To march—in March ! 


The editor, replete with i 
Sits stern as fate, and sti 
And asks the vernal versifier 

To “March !"—in March ! 


s 

Brown. 1 yore the evening at Robinson's Inst night. Didn't 
get home ‘till two. 

Tomkynea. Get tight ? 

Brown (indignantly). Tight? No. indeed! 
better whisky than his to make me tight. 

es 
s 

* How will you have it, sir?” asked the garrulous hair-dre-ser, 
ax he tucked the cloth around the neck of his surly - looking 
customer. “ Like your chatter,” was the b ue and unexpected 
response, “cut short.” And for once the knight of the scissors 
fairly lost his tongue. ° 


Mother. I hope you didn’t let Charles think you snapped at his 
offer too quickly. 

Daughter (demurely), Oh, no, mania, 1—1 didn't say yes 
without a lot of pressing. 


ee oe 


LITTLE GROG BLOSSOM. 
A Grim(m) Farry TAve. 
THERE was once a farmer who had three sons, and those three 
sons were brothers. But the father had not enouzh money to 
keep his three sons after they had grown up to be big men, so he 


as starch, 


It would take a 


-called them to him and told them they must go out into the world 


to make their fortunes. Money does not come to those who wait 
for it. One hax to be up and after it. And the man who comes in 
second does not get the stakes. 

Well, the first son was named John. He thought himself a very 
knowing fellow, so when he met a funny-looking, little old man, 
he laughed at him. And the old man cursed him. And John got 
married to an heiress, a girl of some fifty summers who was to come 
into half-a-million of money when the moon turned green. Up to 
date, it has not done so. 

The second son was named Tom. He also thought himsclf a 
Mit cute individual, one quite up to that et pag called 
Wilson's 8.P. So when Tom met that funny-looking, little old 
man, he likewise laughed at him. And the old man also, as well 
as likewise, cursed him. And Tom married a widow with three- 
quarters of a million in South African stock. And there came a 
strange thing into the market called a slump, and the market 
slumped, and the shares aluaiped and Tom sloped. 

The third son was named Ezekiel. He knew that he was not a 
clever person, but he trained himeelf to look like one, and, like the 
parrot, he said nothing, but posed as a paragon of wisdom. Sv 
when he met the funny-looking, little old man, he did not laugh, 
for he knew that it was Abram Abrams, the old-clo’ merchant. 
And Abram never cursed Ezekiel. He said, “Come with me. 
You shall Little Grog Blossom.” 

Now, Little Grog Blossom was the daughter of Abram, the old- 
clo’ merchant, and heiress to his maysion contiguous to Bevis 
Marks. But Abram said to Ezekiel,“ Yirat you must prove your- 
self worthy of ay daughter and of thy tribe of Abram.’ 

So Ezekiel sold a pair of bluomers to » blind man, and said that 
they were leg-of-mutton sleeves for a lady’s jacket. And he sold a 
ee of trousers with the right leg off toa pensioner with his left 
Teg a Here sold 4 pal r pets sarap as Ree! aesonts: 

nd he a pawnbroker by ecatin articles as 
solid os In fact, he moskkhied ‘? 

So Ezekiel proved himself worthy of the hand of Little Gro; 
Blossom, and of entry into the tribe of Abram ; and he aca 
her, and they lived happy ever afterwards. 

When the funny-looking, little old man died, he left Ezekiel the 
actieg of bis business and the fee-simple of his premises. And 

zekiel waxed exceeding rich. He has already bought a public- 
houee, and as he is about to opply for a music and dancing license. 
he will probably become a millionaire and get Little Grog Blossom 
presented at Court. 

Monit Byey tare tale has amoral. But this one is going to 
be original, and do without such an absurd anti-climax. 


dn't 


ke a 


seer, 
king 
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Saturday, danuary 25, 1856.) 


BELLES OF THE BUFFET, 
No. 68.—THE MuLBerey TREE Girt. 


I e#rrPPED into the 
Mulberry Tree, 
And in its bar-room 
seated me, 
And there I once, twice, 
thrice with “three 
Of lukewarm Irish” 


treated me. 
Not long within that bar 
I stayed, 
But, while I sat, I mind 


me 
How in the street an 
organ plaved 
w ie 1 Left Behind 
e. 


The dameel at the Mul. 
rry Tree 

Had by her beauty glad- 
dened me ; 


But when those notes 
‘ were borne to me, 
Their mournful cadence saddened me. 
And, calling for another drink, 
= l fet : hog! strain's — Lo 
‘o pledge you, O my pearl! my pink ! 
As The Girl I'll Leave Behind et” 


Wey and Love work both alike— 


reling’s care 
With one swift wink consigned me, 
And fieetly forth did 1 repair 
With—A Chucker-Out Behind Me! 


TOOTSIE DOES THE GRAND. 


—~—— 


TNEKE are some ori who would have you believe that the 
taste for pantomime has gone out, Not likely when such delicate 
and beautiful work as 
that to be found at Drury 
Lane and the Lyceum 
still exists. From these 
houses crowds are t 
away, but to return. 

It is true there was a 
time, before Sir Augustus 

mtted pantomime on the 

ck, that pantomime 
looked poorly. There 
was no money spent on 
the production, It was 
not even made the feature 
of the evening. Some- 
times one of Shakespeare's 
tragedies was played be- 
fore it, and for many 
years George Barnwell, 
for the benefit of the 
apprentices, 
here is no chance of 
the new extravaganza 
rntomime dropping out 
of public favour, for every 
year the crowd attending 
it grows larger and larger, 
and the show grows better 
und better. 

I like the pantos at the 
Grand. There is always a 
pot — 7 Geshe of 

un, wi 8 not alto- Aladdin: Abanatar: 
gethera bad thingtohave Miss FaxNig LESLIE. @.H. Coinewiy. 
in a pantomime, particu- 
larly if you can get an author who can write a bit in himself and 
Not leave all to the discretion of the low comedy merchant—a party 
occasionally singularly indiscreet. 

But, Geoffrey Thorn understands his business and understands 
his audiences, as I have seen remarked by several learned authori- 
ties, though what it — happen to mean I have no idea, unless it 
be that there is something peculiar about the Grand audiences, 
which is not the case, for people flock from all parts of London to 
see the pexiominss at Merrie Islington. There are two or three 
other Aladdins—this as indeed there generally are—but this one I 
should back to hold its own among the best even if it does not 
knock the others into a cocked hat. 

Aladdin and Cinderella nppeanr to be the chief favourites among 
managers, and are supposed to be read with «delight over and over 
og by children. 

e 


; » however, rather doubt about the truth of 

latter assertion. ‘I don't think they are quite to the taste of 
the youthful up- in book form. But they don’t care for 
the story, and would not always get it if they did ; neither do they 
seem to care for the harlequinade. I have been told that once 
upon a time you might see lots of children on Boxing night 
at Drury Lane, but I have been there when there were none. 

The Grand management was fortunate in securing Miss Fannie 

Leslie, than whom a 
better Aladdin could not 
be found, and her sing- 
ing and dancing are de- 
ig tful. Chirgwin, the 

hite-eyed Kaftir, who 
on this occasion has 
left his white eye at 
home or in his coat-tail 
pocket in his dressing- 
room, is as funny as he 
could well be, and has 
& most amusing topical 
duet with Miss Leslie. 

As Widow Wang- 
Chow, an unfortunate 
washerwoman _ bereft 
of her mangle, Mr. 
Alexander makes the 
most of hix oppor- 
tunities, of which 
there are many. He 
is » capital actor. 

Mr. RK. H. Douglas 
is particularly amus- 
ing, and gives a fine 
imitation of an awful 
song and dance artiste. 
Mr. George Beaumont 
is artistically diaboli- 
cal, the Mozarts dv 
some quaint business 
in a Chinese village, 
; and Mr. Joe Leopol 
is 2 frolicsome bow-wow, and raises many n hearty laugh. 

Aladdin Up-to-Date; or, Harlequin Silcer and Gold and New 
Lampe for Old is decidedly an entertainment that should not be 
aoe Go and say Tootsie told you. You had to do so. Don't 
‘orge 


A “Serio”: 
Mr. R. H. Duvaeas, 


Wishee- Washee : 
Ma. E. Muzant. 


ALLY 'SLOPER’S HALF«HOLIDAY. 


ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER'S PlLls 


PRICE 93° PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


¢ VERY BENEFICIAL. 


i a 


$ The Cedars, Mason's Hill, Bromley, Kent, 

1 November 12th, 1895, 

341 = DEAR SIRS,—If the testimonial of one who has 
tried Sloper's Pills will be Wan service to you, 
allow me to say that I took a couple last Saturday 
evening, and found them very beneficial. 


Yours gratefully, P. I, DRAYCOTT. 


— nha Sp ab. 20~sb. dhe ah~ sh. ce spn abs cb. sb abn ob chess as 


WF YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP THEM, SEND Oto. 1M STAMPS TO THE PROPRIETORS, 


GURDEN & CO., 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet St., London, E.C. 


A REAL BOON TO LADIES, 


epecely. to a who wish LP ing sd ® LADIES 
fe, certain, and speedy remedy for rre- 
gularities and pls scan Bb " venady which LADIES 
under the most trying circumstances and in 
the most difficult and 
NEVER FAILS TO- AFFORD 
RELIEF, LADIES 
GENERALLY IN A FEW HOURS. 
No case hopeless, failure is simply impossible, LADIES 
as bre. Baow, of k Hill, Camberwell, LADIES 


writes: 

“By adopting your treatment my anxiety 
and cM pony Se within twenty-four hours, LA in| 
although for over three months I been 
iy taking pills and other things in vain. LADIES 
Half the quantity you sent proved effective, LADIES 
to my intense joy and surprise.” LADIES 

A sworn menrentee is enclosed with all testi- LADIES 
monials and medicine, which is inexpensive, 
as one bottle at 4s. Gd. (by post, 4s. 9d.) is us- 
ually sulticient for any case. 


SdodecadaacooeeeCeeGGG 


Full particulars will be gladly forwarded to LADIES 
any lady ou receipt of addressed envelope, LADIES 
Write privately to— LADIES 

Mrs. A. 8. ALLEN, 
145 STOCKWELL ROAD, LADIES 
LUN DON, 8.W. LADIES 


AN HONEST MBEDICiINE. 


DR. DAVIS’S FAMOUS PILLS FOR FEMALES 
Are Unequalled. The most efiectual on carth. Mething .an resist them. 
O§d., 1/1}, 2/9, 4/6. Sent free from observation by 


‘Dr. DAVIS, 309 PORTOBELLO ROAD, LONDON, W. 
Or order of any chemist, 
Dr. Davis's little book for MARRIED WOMEN seut free on receipt 
of a stamped addressed envelope, 


I in th Let roe = Pees wad just gone off 
‘tT was in the gloaming. ie day “slops” ust o 
duty, and the night lot, with dark lanterns and rubber boots, had 
come on. They were lighting the fae at the Saveloy and Socrates, 
and the sun, which was ping down behind the dark outline of 
the oilcloth factory, had s the sky with red. 

For an hour and three yon by the church clock, Samuel 
John and Winifred Emma been whispering together. What 
about? Oh, Heaven knows !—probably the continental outlook, 
the likelihood of an immediate rise in the price of coal, or the 
weights for the Spring handicaps, Whocan say? Enough that, 
hearer it was, they seemed to have come to an amicable under- 
standing. 

There was nothing of the romantic, beardless boy about Samuel 
John. He'd seen a good deal of the world ; whilst, if the truth 
must be told, Winifred Emma had arrived at that period when a 
girl says, “Oh, hang ap ss fe ! I'm not going to have any more.” 
That's always a danger signal, 

“Well, dear,” said Samuel John, “all that remains to be done, 
Lees is bs see pre es Log seam mean all save expressing 
a hope that we sha’ very. tery happy.” 

i Of course we shall, Sam,” ptt Lt Winifred. 

“ And if at first I'm not guite the model husband I should wish 
to be, Winnie—” 

“Well, suppose you're not? A girl at my _nge has learned to 
make allowances. So Jong as you don't overdo the razzle-dazzle, 
Sam, you can bet your life J sha’n't shriek ! Come inside and have 
a bit of cold Irish stew ; it’s all there is.” 

And Samuel John went in, deep in thought, it was observed. 


— 


A DREAM AND THE AWAKENING. 

THE moonlight streamed through the staircase window as he 
ascended the last flight, and, below, the kitchen clock struck two 
ns he laid his right hand upon the china handle of his bedroom 
door. As no voice from within cried out timorousls, “1a that you, 
Willie?” he concluded (aright) that she had dozed off. 

Yes, she had. She was slumbering sweetly, and a pretty picture 
she made by the dim crimsvn light that fell from the stained glass 

lobe, within which the “thirty-two-candle-power” burnt low. 
Her extravagantly long sable eyelashes fringed her apricot-like 
cheeks, and her exquisitely chiselled nose quivered as she breath 
whilst her rich cherry-coloured lips were within the hundredth 
of an inch of closing, which would have meant that she'd have 
ad to snore. 

William Muggjordan Maggs gazed in rapture upon the livin 

nicture. In another moment he impulsively forward, ki 

his sleeping wife La those lips, and—shattered 5 pwraed that 
incipient snore! With a start the beautiful girl hal opened her 
eyes and exclaimed, wearily : : 

“Don't bother me with any lies about the time, I'm too sleepy, 
I left the tripe on the hob for you; if it was all burnt up and the 
onions spoilt it's your own fau idee know tripe svn't wait!” 

She turned over to avoid the light. 

“Minnie—my darling——” ‘ : 

“Oh, don't bamboozle me at this hour, {[ hope you didn't cover 
Rover up with the hearthrug, as he’s chock full of tleas. Good 
night!" 

is ideal husbandship became a hopeless wreck upon the rocks! 


—_—_~e——_— 


WHEN HE CAME UP FROM CHEADLE. 
First Countryman, Well, Bill, wot did thee think of Lunnon ? 
Second Countryman (just returned from hia first excursion). 

Well, Lunnon may be orl right for what € kuow, but, to tell thee 
the truth, I couldn't see anything of it for tke houses, 


‘ 


P. 
%. 


RAVENSRUE. 


=e 
CHAPTER IV. 

TRE Master of Ravensrue had faith in the Alchemist. Certain 
experiments had been shown him that promised good prospects uf 
ultimate success, 
and he felt con- 
fident if all—or 
even a portion of 
what was hoped 
for occ —a 
fortune would 
be theresult. As 
the Master rode 
forth in hopes to 
see the Lady 
Edwina, he veal: 
ised that it was 
time something 
should be done 
to repair the for- 
tunes of the 
House of 
Ravensrue. 
True, the domain 
was large over 
which he ruled, 
but it was also 
stony. Jt had 
never been 
otherwise than 
rocky, and the 
Ravensrues had 


never prem 


selves in an 


The better class of neighbours was the crop pest bye pa 
a ty 


home comfortably on the ransoms exacted from uished 
haights, the mutton which grazed on the family moorlands, and 
e 


A wooden skewer shoved throngh him, 
But for half a century matters had been going to the bad. The 


knights were scarcer. The wear and tear incidental to frequent 
tournaments hada tendency to their thinning out. A radical spirit, 
too, was abroad among the base plebeians who had hitherto had a 
monopoly of the cattle supply. ‘These people began to entertain a 
belief that cattle dealing was not a profitless business where their 
only customers were people who calmly drove off a whole herd 
without paying, or saying by your leave. It began to dawn on 
them that interest in the trade was uneyual, and they held meet- 
ings to consider what might be done. 

These meetings bore fruit. A united front was organised by the 
cattle owners, and when the next raid took place most of the 

rs had to be kept in refrigerators in order to allow the local 
undertakers time to overtake the sudden boom in funerals. 
This had a discouraging effect on the raiding business. and it was 
suddenly discovered by those who had hitherto collected their 
beef supplies in the easiest manner, that beef was up, and that 
sellers were stiff. Money then became scarce, and the tirst trouble 
to afflict landlordism in the country was thus enconntered. 

The Ravensrues had felt the trouble severely. The late lord had 
been severely 
pressed for 
money. In his 
early youth 
knights were 

tiful, and en- 
ightenment had 
not yet reached 
the masses ; but, 
if he had had a 
full time in his 
youth, his old 

was comfort- 
less from worry. 
The _ transition 


done. Thatholy 
man thought for 
& moment, and 
at length re- 
marked ; 

“ Buy beef.” 

“Buy beef — 
buy beef!” he 
muttered; 
“ Annie 

faria, where's 
the money to 
come from?” 
and then he ; 
turned his face to the wall, and died from the effect of a well- 
directed stone in the back of his ear during a recent foray, leaving 
his estate, and other embarrassments, to his only son. 

(To be continued nezt werk.) 
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“Bay beef—buy beef!" he muttered. 
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She. And do you love me for myself alone? 
He, Certainly not! 1 love you principally for 
my own sake ! 


SOCIETY'S DRAWBACKS. 
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“ Dreadfully awkward the other night at Lady 
AwfuJjnob's reception ; no less than three of my 
divorced husbands were present.” — Extract 
Srom Lady Rapide's letter. 


ing of the Belgians, during his brief stay on these shores, 
queen rmly sin A. SLOPER’S invitation to visit Mildew 
Court and be interviewed. A. SLOPER, knowing his Majesty's love 
for going about éacognite considered that the only way to get at the 
King was by doing a little ixcog. on his own account.—(1) For, as 
his friend Colonel North, who done a lot of business with the 
monarch, reminded the Eminent, he (the Eminent) was as well-known 
bz reputation and pictorially in Brussels as he was in Fleet Street —— 
(2) His first attempt was to make up as the genial colonel himself, 
but the wily monarch detected the imposture at once, and a peremp- 
tory chuck followed.—(3) Then the inventive brain of A. SLOPER 
conveived the idea of a Barney Barnato disguise—a most useful mae, 
he argued, for a ruler of a petty state to know, but his nose betraye: 
him ata royal glance. Again a poreeeptory chuck took place, only 
rather more so this time.—(4) Nothing daunted the Eminent again 


(3) Then the discussion began. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE ELDER POACHES. 
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(2) That worthy appeared on. the scene, saying: “ Ye thievin’ octopus! A man wha’ 


would steal ffom me would rob a church.” 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—KING LEOPOLD. 
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presented himself, this time as Gentleman Joe—his intention being 
to take the King fora drive and land him at the Mildeweries ; the 
rest would be easy, but the scheme met with no better success, 
Peremptory chuck number three —(5) At last he turned up, and 
had the luck to be admitted into the royal presence as a cavalry 
trooper of the King’s bearing a despatch, in which was artfully 
arranged the usual interviewer's questions as appear in the illustrated 
weeklies, “A despatch, sire,” said A. SLOP! saluting. ‘tse King 
took the document, and as his eye wande over it the Wreck 
thought he detected a slight muscular movement in the royal right 
leg. Suddenly it was drawn back. A. SLOPER waited to observe no 
more, but tlew precipitately, instinctively guarding himself with his 
“untletted hand. He was none too soon, for the next moment a 
hot with a royal foot in it came crashing through the panel of the 
door, which A, SLOPER had hastily pulled to after ins 


Coe W deine 
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(4) And the Elder said: “It’s no’ the 
beast’s ducks I care for, it’s the luviv 
(diversion he gives me, and this discussion has opened ma mind beautifu'.* 
P.S.—I think a yard of sticking plaister or so will serve me very weil. 


“It'ud take a clever musician to get ahead of 
Muldoody. He comminces half an hour after 
the others, and, bedad, he’s tinished before the 
rest are half-way through!” 


Counsel fcr the defence then rose, at great 
length, to revly, 


*,° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive 
photographs from those of her friends whose 
portraits have not yct been inserted. 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


No. 427.—Miss Rusa MEDBURY, 


“Oh, that her love for the asking were mine!" 
—The Dook Snook. 
“Ilow lovelier far than all my former finmes.” 
—Lord Bob. 
“ The whole devotion of my heart is hers,” 
—The Hon. Billy. 
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Tondem Ss ab Olympia: 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Ha! ha! my festive pals and patrons, how goes it? The excitement's simmering down a bit tas, they say, A great success the other day:—The storm is past, I'm ylad to find, And all 
now. eh? Not much chance of a flare up after all, but it really looked awfully like it at one time, the war clouds left behind :—A Glasgow Freeman Balfour's made, In recognition’ of his aid:— 
didn’t it? Ah, well! there's life in the old dog yet. And now for your little weekly treat. Step A most objectionable way, Your elub subscription, this, to pay :—These cycling races, so I 
this way, and i won't keep you waiting a moment :—The Hero of the houris he. And truly he hear, Are very popular this year :—There you are, my hearties, | don't think vou've got much to 
deserves to be :—A lot of lemonade, ‘tis said, Contains a quantity of lead :—The Windsor mecting complain of there.eh? By-by, till next week. —THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


AN APROPOSER. TOOTSIE DAY BY DAY. 


No. 15.—AT COVENT GARDEN. 


A LIVING PICTURE, 


“Do you think, McGilp, that figure o’ yours is 
quite in drawing?” “If it comes to that, Mr. 
Waddles, do you really think yours ist” 


HARD LINES FROM THE BEST AUTHORS, 


Not at the Tivalhampire. 


PATENT HORSELESS CARRIAGE, 


“My name isn't Trilby, you know, it’s Tootsie.” 
“ Love's Labours Lost.” “Oh! but we call all pretty Tuotsies * Trilbys* now.” Again he urges on his wild car-ear, 


*vtea some afternoon when 
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SIGNS are not wanting in several quarters that a very radical 
change in men's evening dress may shortly be expected, For years 
P now a periodical outcry 

has been raised against 
what has been called 
this ugly, senseless, and 
inartistic attire, but 
hitherto without re- 
sults, We learn, how- 
ever, that the frilled 
shirt for evening wear 
will be all the rage in 
smart circles soon, and 
that a determined 
effort will be made by 
certain young leaders 
of fashion to revive 
the glories of knee 
breeches, silk stock- 
'. ings, and other appur- 
tenances of last century 
attire. We doubt not 
that the tailors would 
be among the many to 
oo the innova- 


A NEW musical 
monologue, entitled 
cn of the Seas, is 
the latest addition to 
rape Vy dinidaaread at La pepe baler = sari of pstoasee 
ram , and anything in the least degree expressive 
of Britannia's ability to rule the waves is sure to he popular: 
ss 
s 
THE Real Ice Rink nt Hengler’s is at last complete, and 
London is to be congratulated upon this most recent addition to 
its luxurious of entertainment. The whole place is trans- 
formed. Magnificent lounges, comfortable dressing-rooms, gorgeous 
smoking and refreshment saloons, costly and tasteful decorations 
—a veritable fairy palace of delight! And, above all, 11,200 feet of 
absolutely perfect icc—such ice ax must delight the heart of every 
skater who tries it. ALLY — from experience. In the public 
interest he put on a pair of skates, and the arnica bottle is still in 
great request. *,° 


AT Stratford recently, Leonard Jackson, 2 cowkeeper, got four- 
teen days’ hard for stealing a pint of milk. This is very hard lines. 
Leonard would have had far more satisfaction in doing time 
for annexing a pint of beer. *,° 


ALLY is more than delighted to hear from reliable sources that 
the pantomime season this year promises to be quite an exception- 
ally good one. From 
East and West, North 
and South, the good news 
is the same, and crowded 
and enthusiastic houses 
welcome these Christ- 
massy productions with 
the heartiest tokens of 
approval. Quite a num- 
ber of clever people have 

umped into fame in a 

w short weeks, 
ALLY has his amorous 
Boece tn passione, 

ings in , 
whom he means to ask to 


he can make thoroughly 
sure of Mrs. Sloper's 


Poor Warwick Rey- 
nolds, one of our oldest 
friends and fellow 
workers. left us for 
ever. He worked regu. 
larly on the “HALF- 
Howipay ” week by week 
since its commence- 
ment, so his drawings 
must be more than fami- 
liar to our readers. Speaking for ourselves, we shall not only miss 
his help on the paper, but the friendship of a truly kind-hearted, 
modest and sympathetic man. * 


THE ever kindly directors of the Empire announce a matinée, 
under distinguished patronage, on Thursday, 30th inst. The 
receipts will be devoted to providing boots and warm clothing for 
the poorer class of children attending the London Board Schools. 
Subscriptions sent to Sir Samuel Scott and Co., 1 Cavendish Square. 
or the Honorary Secretary, E. J. Conlon, Esq., at the Empire, will 
be gratefully acknowledged. + 


OxcGar must be an exciting sort of place to live ia. The Keser 
County Chronicle informs us that » lad named Barlow, employed 
at Mr. Smith's bakehouse, received a severe sprain of the ankle. 
and it is not anticipated he will be able to resume work for some 
time. Few people have got into print so cheaply as young Barlow. 

ss 


s 

i WeEall Legit Pree Cc. H. peo ™ saoerceen clever. 

n the man: things from his pen we have seen upon the stage 
- thees has been ample evidence of 
his keen wit and caustic satire, 
his literary ability, and his vers:- 
tility. Of this latter quality we 
have now additional evidence, for 
abandoning for the time the paths 
of travesty and burlesque, he has 
stepped boldly out upon the high- 
way of serious drama. And he 
has made an instant, an almost 
unqualitied success, and the man- 
agement of the somewhat unlucky 
Shaftesbury cannot be too heartily 
congratulated upon having secured 
what a great critic aptly termed 
“the play of the year.” A Woman's 
Reason, a8 Mr. Brookfield calls 
his play, will admittedly rank 
very high among our most suc- 
cessful theatrical productions. 

s 


THE Age-Worn Structure has 
this day n pleased to confer 
the “ Award of Merit” upon Pro- 
FESSOR VALTO, becawse he's the 
Society Ventriloquist, “ Feyther,” 
chortled the Cerulean-Orbed, glee- 
fully, “you've done the correct 
thing ‘ere. Refined humour and 
fun iogretey yeeerk) ne Pro- 
fessor’ t’s the secret of his success. only you, 
. pes eansits W Aged wasn't in a humour to stand an 
of lexandry's cackle, and once again he of the azure optics is 
particular in the choice of a scat. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


& CALENDAR POR THE WEEK EXDIny FEBACARY IsT, 1696. 


ee 
26th January, 1614. —This night, Edmund Kean, much 
harder-up, most likely, than an: or “ pro.” nowadays tramping 
the Strand. copenred. jal on first thes at Lane (as suylek 
and took the town by storm, 


27th uary. 1719. —The South Sea Company this day 
oat scheme to Parliament for dheshetginn the National 
Dote—upwarde of thirty millions sterling. 

28th January, 1736.—Peter the Great died this day. Peter 
the Wild Boy died January 28, 1785. 

20th January, 1719-20.—Johbn Trippuck, alias the Golden 
Tinman, . notorious highwayman ; Richard Cane, a foot-pad ; 
Thomas Charnock, a thief; and Richard Sheppherd, housebreaker, 
were all this day executed at Tyburn. 

30th January, 1700.—The lifeboat invented by Mr. Great- 
head was first used at Shields this day, and many h is subse- 


quently saved by its use. 
Sist Jan’ 1800.—The Paris correspondent of the 
Daily Telegraph ot this date says ; “ All the terrible crimes which 


have en the public attention of recent years have not been 
committed in the low neighbourhoods of the city, but within or 
near that rather circumscribed urea between the Madeleine and the 


Rue Caumartin, Prado slew Marie be rset while not far from 
the same Quarter Pranzini committed the triple murder of the Rue 
Montaigne. There were aleo notable crimes in the Rue de Rome 
and the Faubourg Montmartre, and now the deed perpetrated by 
Eyraud in the Rue Tronsou- Ducoudray draws attention once more 
to the dangers of a district which, although inhabited by numerous 

ful and law-abiding citizens, harbours, noverthnes inside 
ts circumference some of the worst male and female 3 in 


Europe.” 

ist February, 1878.—George Cruikshank, the artist, died 
this day. In his early life he did some wonderful work. Towards 
its ~~ he took on some fads that unfortunately lost him 
seve 


Feeeiile <etteskigh ond neki Desas (Ont EAA 
ere is a LY no, ALLY 
couldn't mention her mall 3 not even for an autographed picture 
of the new grandchild !)—who, like many ladies less fortunate! 
circumstanced, finds great trouble in keeping up her staff of maid- 
servants. As a matter of fact, it’s all the fault of the School 
Roard ; eee Fe so highly educated that they have to 
chuck up the brooms brushes and go as masseuses, or type- 
writers, or (in aggravated cases) they have even turned “Society” 


actresses. 

Well, a little while ago the Duchess took on, in a batch of 
domestics, » lovely red-haired girl from the land where the pigs 
and the praties furnish the roast and the rent, and Bridget—pretty 
Italian name, isn't it, Bridget ?—became a Sul Songed parlourmaid. 

The other afternoon the Countess of Coalee-Verre called, was 
shown into the drawing-room by a powdered flunkey, and waited 
upon by Bridget. 

“Can Her Grace be seen this morning?” the Counters asked. 

“Can she be seen, bedad ?” ech the new r-maid, * well, 
me lady, considerin’ she’s foive feet high and four feet broad, whoi 
a ¢ she be seen ’—did se think t'was that foggy we'd miss 

r : 

But the retreating wheels of Lady C.'s carriage gave Bridget her 
only answer, and now she’s looking out for a job as a prima-donna. 
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THE TWO LOVE-GROWTHS. 


Cupp, the of love, sat in the heavens above, 
With a quizzical Jopk on his face, 
And a smile exceeding sls, 
Gazing on two strange mounds 
ith a shrewd and critical eye. 
They reached from the lowest grounds 
Of earth to the highest sky. 
And he looked for a long, long space. 


To Cupid, the god of love, came, in the heavens above, 
Fair goddesses, wonder-wrung 
At the heaps upbuilded there. 
And, “ 7héa is the mound,” he cried, 
“ Of all the happiness rare— 


And that is the mound,” he sighed, 
“ Of all the woe and despair— 
That ever from love have sprung !” 


Cupid, the god of love, laughed, in the heavens above, 
As he pode an how the world's desire 
Had produced these mountains twain. 
Their height was anear the same, 
But he = them oft and again ; 
And, “1 think,” he enid, “I may claim 
That the mound of man's love-born PAIN 
Ie a trifle, if aught, the higher!” 


ed 


M.P.-OSSIBLE. 


First Blood, 1 hear Charlie's going to stand for Parliament. 
Second Blood, Oh, indeed, the last time 1 saw him he ‘couldn't 
stand for nuts, 


[Saturday, January 25, 1896. 


HIS NEWS. 
“A GENTLEMAN to see you, please, miss,” said the wardrohe 
woman, a8 she pushed open the door of Daisy Fetchington’s dress. 
bright particular ornament of the profession 
in making-up for the evening : “a gentle. 
man to see you, miss, and he says he's got most important uews 


fe 


» arqev 


“he must wait—don't 
you see I'm only half 
dressed?" 


The woman smiled. 
“That's all right, miss,” 
she said ; “it’s only the 
oldish, blind gentleman 
wot comes to see you.” 

“What, Mr. Chum- 
ley ! "exclaimed Daisy. 
on you may show 
him in; I wonder what 
he's got to tell me,” she 
added to herself, as the 


woman disappeared ; 
“shouldn't besurprized 
if he’s going to inter- 
view me again for one 
of his papers. I've 
ay been making ‘em sit up a bit in this last show of mine.” 

A knock at the door, and Mr. Chumley came timidly forward 
in the slow, hesitating manner of a sightless man. He was an old 

uaintance of Daisy's ; she was always on good terms with him 
Sigh hae apart from the fact that he wasn't at all a bad sort of 
old fellow, he was well worth cultivating for a verv particular 
reason. A smart, clever journalist, he made a speciality of then. 
trical interviews ; and though his sight had failed him for some 
years, he i, with the aid of an amanuensis, to get along 
pretty easily. To-night he seemed flushed and excite, and he 
sto short in seeming embarrassment. 

ut Daisy did not bestow much attention on him. “Sit down, 
sit down,” she cried, cheerfully, “I hear you’ve come to see me 
particularly, eh, ay naughty man? Well, well, I shall be at vour 
service directly, but the fact is I'm very much in my deshabille nt 
present, eo that if it had been anyone else. | couldn't have seen 
them, you know. Now, my dear man. do +it down and make 
yourself happy, and I'll be ready to talk to yuu and hear all the 
Mipiso peahed bev exmupantom tale Galant? Aad! ortaeed 

e pus companion into a chair and c: to the 
and for the next five meskes or so busied herself with the sm 
of her make-up. Then she turned carelessly to her visitor, and 
for the first time the embarrassment and confusion of his manner 
seemed to strike her. 

“Why, what's the matter with you to-night?” she cried, gaily ; 
“vou're as mute ax a tailor’s dummy, and very nearly as stiff, 
What's all this grand news you've got for me, anyhow?” 

“Oh—er—well—er—the fact is—er—I hardly like to tell you,” 

Not teltme? Why, I thought to do £0 purpose 

BS ell me y, ought you came lo 80 As 

“Bo ( did,” he responded. “The truth is, (aed eee an 
. — porfipale arma wful suspicion dawni 

“ aud w "¢ an awfu wn upon her 

“ And I came to tell you that I had recovered my praet 


Ce el 


THE BARE IDEA. 


Ethel. Captain Mashem has sent me a ticket for the Fancy Dress 
Ball. What shall I goas? 
Maude. Oh! wear your new frock, and go as the Naked Truth. 


—_———_.——_—_—__ 


THE BIRDIE’S ANSWER. 

It was a dull, cold, drear January day, and a little old sparrow 
perched upon the corner-post, outside the cubmen’s shelter, and 
shivered in his feathers. The wind moaned through the railings 
of the square, the red sun looked dimly down through the smoke, 
but the little old sparrow only perched upon the corner-post, 
outside the cabmen’'s shelter, and shivered in his feathers, 

There sat the little old sparrow, on the top of the corner-post 
outside the cabmen’s shelter, shivering in his feathers. A stray 
policeman stop in his morning saunter to take a quiet drink 
with the man who mnde the cnabmen’s coffee and boiled their eggs, 
and the Jehu of the solitary four-wheeler on the rank stuffed shag 
tohacco into the bow] of an old clay pipe with grimy eae 
thought out roundabout routes for the stranger to London and the 
uninitiated pee Still, there stuck the little old sparrow. on 
the top of the post nearest to the cabmen’s shelter, shivering a3 
though he'd got a double dose of the i den 

There sat the little old sparrow, on the top of the post, shivering 
in his feathers. He heeded not the fact that was announced by u 
grateful aroma, that onions were frying within the little house on 
wheels, and that breadcrumbs might be shaken out in the near 
future. Nor did he carea sauce oat whether the dead leaves still 
choked up the tin spout above the shelter doorway, or the 
Eeccemeter inaicabed ome and approach of a a a little 
old sparrow only sat upon the corner- outside the cabmen's 
shelter, and shivered ray feathers, aiid 

Anon a poet came along. He had a soul that the flowers, the 
trees, the blue skier, the birds—everything that was beautiful in 
Nature or in Art—spoke to and held communion with. And his 
eye fell upon the little old sparrow, as he sat on the top of the 
eg by the cabmen’s shelter, and shivered in his feathers. So, iu 

is most soulful tones, he went up and said : 

“Tell me, poor little bird, why you sit upon that post and shiver 
in your feathers?” 

“ Fora mere lark!” chuckled the little old sparrow, preparing 
to fly. “1 had a sort of presentiment that if 1 only shivered long 
aoomah ane blessed Juggins would come and ask me the ins and 
outs of it! 

Then he took to his wings and flew, whilst the poet savagel 
pulled the tail of a sleeping cab-horse out of sheer aggravation ” 
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Saturday, January 25, 1896. } 
SNATCHER’S PALS. 


’ No. 5.—Hoppy. 


Hoppy’s nationality is a bit mixed. We trace in him the Russian 
boarhound, the Manchester terrier, the British greyhound, the 
Scotch sheep-dog, the Australian —— the great Dane, with 
just a soupgon of the English toy te . And yet, when a con- 
ceited little white, ae dog. with a piece of sky-blue ribbon 
round its neck, once called him a low bred mongrel, he went for the 
pampered little beast. The white fluff and blue ribbon rather dis 
agree es hin i days after he had sores eet 
t a r’s i Oppy possesses more than a 
family ego ood will bi ny hears about his ancestors ; re 
forth the remark from Snatcher that there is no doubt al 
there being a good deal of the dere-hound in him. Not bad, is it? 


(To be continued.) 


SMITHSON’S PINCHER. 
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1 was very fond of telling Ethel that 1 would die for her, but I 
never for » moment anticipated that I should come very near 
doing it. It's a very telling sort of thing to sa ee I don’t think 
1 shall ever make use of it again. There's no wing when you 
may be taken at your word. It is my custom to call upon Ethel 
when her papa has gone out for the evening. He is not a nice 
sort of man, in my opinion, and for some totally unaccount- 
nble reason most strongly 
disapproves of my atten- 
tions to his daughter. He 
was even rude enough upon 
one occasion to tell me to 
my face that “he didn't 
want any starveling young 
quilldrivers anging 
nround after his girl. C 
puss over the rest of his ah 
uomannerly remarks, but 
1 swear that had he not ¥ 
been a bigger—I mean on 
older—man than I am, I 
would have inflicted con- 
dign punishment upon him 
with my own 

It was under the assur- 
ance that her parent would 
he nbsent that I called 
upon Ethel the other night. It is not that I am afraid of 
him, but Lam a violent tempered man myself when rouzed, and as 
Vecenines to Ethel, I shouldn't like to be compelled to hurt 

oan. 

I was endeavouring to prove to Ethel that there was every pos- 
sibility of my being in a position to marry her sometime during 
the next five years, when a thunderous assault upon the hall door 
gave us both a start. “ Papa,” cried Ethel, turning pale; “I know 
his knock. Oh! Eddie, he will kill you! 

I shivered ; not from fear, but at the thought that I might be 
compelled to raise my hand against one who, after all, was the 
author of Ethel's being. “Can't—can't you hide me somewhere?” 
I wtammered, as a vision of the never-ending remorse J should feel 
at shedding the gore of ahuman being flas' upon me. 

“Ah!” cried Ethel distractedly, “he is coming up the stairs iH 
there is no escape for you now, Ah! [have it! In here, quick ! 
and rapidly opening the door of a little low cupboard in the wain- 
ecoting, she signed to me to crawl in, It was a tightish fit, but I 
did it, and Ethel just shut me in as the parlour door o 5 

The moment I heard the new comer speak I saw that we had 
alarmed ourselves un ly. It was not Ethel's pare at all, 
but an objectionable acquaintance of hers, whose attentions | have 
frequently had to remonstrate with Ethel for encouraging. But it 
was too late to come out now. I must lie still and trust to Ethel 
to get &) ily rid of the intruder. 

But I soon found that he had come prepared to spend the 
evening. With a sinking heart I heard him propose “a little 
music,” and I almost groaned aloud, The cupboard was horribly 
stuffy and reeked of jams and pickles. I breathed with increased 
difticulty every moment, and an agonising ns 4 was creeping 
slowly into my limbs. 1 moved slightly and knocked down a jam 
a and in a moment a fierce Fr outside proclaimed that 

mithson had brought his dog, and that the beast had heard me. 

“What's Pincher up to?” I heard him ask, as the fiendish 

animal stood growling at thedoor. “You 
must have rats in that cupboard, Miss 

! Spooner.” 
/ “"*Oh, no! we never see such a thing,” 
‘L eried Ethel almost too hurriedly— 

“never !" 
“ Ah! but Pincher never makes a mis- 
take” said Smithson, “ At him, boy — 
rout him out!” and be- 
fore he could be stayed, 
he had thrown open the 
door of my hidin are) 
and his bloodthirsty 
brute was upon me. 
Overand over werolled 
in deadly strife. The jam 
pots crashed around us, 
and the pickle jars dis- 
charged their contents 
upon our strugglin; 
> forms, but we heed 
not. It was a fight to 
the death, and any odds 

on Pincher. 

It is a painful subject 
to dwell upon, and I won't. The memory of that hideous conflict 
haunts me still. 1 only know that when I crawled forth at last 
from that cupboard, Ethel had fainted, and Smithson had her 
in his arms, and appenred to enjoy it. It was perhaps as weil 
e0. My garments had suffered much in various parts, and I 
should have needed the protection of the table-cover. One thing 
I swore in my heart as | left, and I shall keep my oath—Smithsun s 
dog shall die! 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
_THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


LEIcesTeR, Janwary 10th, 1896. 

My Dear ALLY,—Will you permit me to present you with the 
enclosed spur, recently unearthed by me in the neighbourhood of 
Bosworth Field? I have no doubt it belonged to one of your 
illustrious ancestors, who flourished about thas time; and its 
broken condition sugzests that he made good use of it, though 
whether in riding after or fleeing from the enemy we cannot, of 
course, tell. It will, 1 should think, be an interesting addition to 
your historical and wonderful collection of relics. Permit me, at 
the same time, to thank you for the pleasure your delightful paper 
has ever afforded me, and believe me, dear ALLY, 


Sincerely yours, A. F, REDDISH. 


ee 


THE DIARY OF .A FLAT. 
(Continued), 
BLANCHE GIVES ME AWAY. 


How, oh! how can I picture to you, dear Diary, the rage, the 
amazement, the utter sense of furious indignation into which 
peat honey! threw ge . _ ples a who roe bese 
express lor me, to whom ven my fond an 
quate feces garda 1 had bestowed the entire wealth of my 
roy eens engaged, and to another, and that other my 
q d, Mr. Charlie Wilkinson; it was maddening, 
nothing leas. At the very thought that it was myself who ha 
taken Blanche to the Empire and introduced: him to her I longed 
to rush away to some wild deserted spot and kick myself, or bang 
inst the bed-poat, 

“Your friend, Mr. Charlie Wilkinson.” Blanche pronounced 
the words in a tone of triumph that made me feel I could slay her. 
For a few moments | stood there looking at her without uttering 
a word, completely and utterly dumbfounded. But I found my 
tongue at last, and then I broke into a torrent of what Blanche 
afterwards called abuse, but which, 1 feel sure, was only reproach. 
I do not know what I said, I cannot recollect ; I only know that I 
painted her heartless and itful conduct in its true colours. I 
might also have called Mr. Wilkinson bad names ; I daresay I did 
but not half such wicked ones as he deserves, I couldn't think of 
any Pactra esp ou forhim. At first she bore it all very meekly, 
she to be rather amused than otherwize ; but when I hap- 
pened to allude to Mr. Wilkinson as a mean, low, blackguardly, 
underhanded sharper, she flushed up furiously, and stepping up to 
pop h before I could guess her motive, administered a stinging Nox 

e ear. oom 

In my pain and indignation I would have flown at her throa 
dear . She is much bigger and taller than I am, but, 
course, she is only a woman, and J did not wish to hurt her; [ 
was always very humane from achild. My cry of astonishment at 
the assault, though, had been overheard ; the door opened, and in 
Soy ea Aunt Keziah. 


us? 
“Nothing, aunt,” I said ; “ she—she's boxed my ears.” 
Boxe said my relative, in surprise. “Oh! non- 


? 

Here Blanche forward, white and trembling with passion. 
“For being an insulting young pris: "she said, furiously. “For 
hia abuse of me I care nothing, t 1 will not hear a word from 
him —— the man I am going to marry.” 

“What is that?” said my aunt, sharply. 
wine. man 1 am going to marry,” repeated Blanche, “ Mr. Charles 

“Mr.—Charles—Wilkinson !" exclaimed my aunt, in amaze- 
ment. “And who on earth is he?” 

Ri = Septimus,” was the response, “ he introduced him to me at 
the Em ‘- 

“The where?” queried Aunt Keziah, in a voice of thunder. 

“The Empire,” said Blanche, calnily : and drawing her skirts 
disdainfully around her swept scornfully from the room, leaving 
me alone with my aunt. z 

And at that moment, dear Diary, I felt I would have infinitely 
preferred as a companion a raging lion or a highly incensed boa 


constrictor. 
(To be continued next week.) 


——.—_— 


NORTH-WIND AND WEST-WIND. 


I. 
aie aed Li VE low— 
ng of love an 

The Sone winds over the wild wold blow, 

And I would not their song shoul cease. 
For to me, still warm from my true love's kiss, 

Still pleased with my true love's pleas, 
A deep delight in my new-born bliss 

Seems borne by the western breeze! 


11. 
Loud and high—loud and high— 
he winds of the Northward roll, 
Unloved of the clouds that before them fly, 
Yet loved of my love-lorn soul. 
Asn false love now I my true love know, 
For he’s dropped the deceitful veil ; 
And a faithful type of my rage, my woe, 
Seems the roar of the northern gale ! 


III. 
Soft and low—soft and low— 
With the sigh of a deathless calm 
The west winds over the wild wold blow, 
And their breath to my heart is balm. 
For my rage is past, though my woes remain, 
And my false love may live forgiven ; i 
But my love-smitten soul shal! to-night be ta‘cn 
By the western breeze to heaven ! 


ee 


HAD HIM. 
ScENE—A Railway Carriage coming upfrom Liverpool. 
Rowdedow,. gr me, ee but ave drink? 
é 5 ‘em siness, sir. 
as hobs dont way so! Well, I'm blowed! I should 
never have thought it, old man, really 1 shouldn't. Igo on the 
bust myself every now and then, you know: but as to making a 
business of it—well, I shouldn't cure to. 


ee 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


Pleas Sh sro ~_ Pens. a 

XOTEs-of-(F)Arms : Shee b 

Wy ithe ner! N rag oneymoon kissing ?—Because it occurs 
C 8. 

eae On imal Battle of Bannock-burn: The cowherd's wife's 


tg sour old philosopher, “is mankind's crowning 

silty te hy F ppc will, rhyme with stupid.” ie 

“REFRESHING the Inner Man": Tipping a guard on the Inner 
Circle. 


TyPe-Writing: The verses penned by Canonbury's “football 
types” in the Football Star. 


oing to H 
Seeger 
very well, that’s all. 


BIRDS SLOPER'S CAUGHT AND KEPF, 
“WHERE'S THE SALT, FEYTHER?"— ALEC, 


No. 3.—THE MAGPIE. 
“The M “s chatter’s famous, dear, 
Though had I but the choice, 
No other music would | hear, 
But that of your sweet voice.” 
—A. SLoPER, Puct Laureate, ete. 


—_—_————— 


THE PROFESSION. 


Voice from the Bench, What are you! 
Young Thing. I'm an actress, sir. 


oe 


LEAP YEAR! 


How you carry on with that little Johnson; are you 
, 


gracious! no, dear! Ie amuses me and dances 


THE GO-TO-BED GLOVE. 


(Gloves for covering the face while lying a-bed are now 4 la more } 

SOCIETY'S crazes 
continue to grow— 

So strong is the 
power of Fashion 
and Co.— 

And the fad that now 
“fetches” the 
cranks in each case, 

Is a shield for the 
“chivvy"”—or 
Glove for the Face! 

To protect the com- 
sletion this glove 
is designed 

Wp (And a visage, of 

“course, should be 
soft and retined), 

Lest the night air 
should pully the 
skin that you love 

(Which, of course, 
means your own), 
get a Go-to- Bed 
Glove. 


Thus, ere sinking to slumber, you've now this face-task, 
And each husband and wife must at night wear a mask. 
(Some couples, alas ! mask themselves at all times—__ 
But those are sad matters, not meet for these rhymes °) 
Prepare then to order these gloves for the face, 

Thus guarding that same from cach pimpular trace ; 

But get not swell-headed (through Fashion's new shove), 
Or you'll have to keep changing your Go-to-Bed Glove! 


/ pw38T PROTECT Pty 
FACE BEFORE SLUMBERING 


} ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
iB “F.O.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. ON THE ICE AT MONKEY ISLAND. 


A Mf i | 
a) y Hi bei 
‘| Ze | 


Saturday, J 25, 1866, 
ci his Cop’ 


( 


Vol. XIII 


i) “Hullo! Old Jim Pansy’s down again! Ha! ha!! He's keeping his pot a-biiling, ain't he?” 


No. 413.—Mk. WiLL TOote i, F.O.8. 
Gratifying addition to our historical gallery! 
aking likeness of illustrious subject! Is a 
edian ; also a mimic ; likewise a humorist; to 
nothing of being a publican. Is probably a 
er, but doesn’t want it mentioned. Keeps the 
on Arms Hotel. The Union Arms Hotel also 
ps him. Is awfully popular with his patrons, 
the life and soul of a smoking concert. Scanty 
‘ils of early career. Thought he would like to go 
tage ; didn't know how, but where there's a Will 
e's a way. Found it. Pretty rough path, but 
+k there till success crowned his efforts. Chiefly 
nuse he can rattle his bones was created F.O.8., 

‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented to him 
ember 7th, 1895 "—Debrett Improved, 


YOUNG LOVE! YOUNG LOVE! 


Old Gentleman. You hayen't seen anything of a young lady, with brig’ ht blue. and 
“qgolden “hair, have Pans y , : 7 ' 
r sleep uow alter a little supper of pork and rtie waiting. ’ 


t, and lobster and things. MORE WASTED SWEETNESS. 


chum, the Rev. Meekanmild, to his sisters and Jeave them to imagine mild, old chap, 
he was a single man, The sweet girls naturally made a rare fuss with yourself together!” T 


is money, know, Jack.” “So it is, old 
yand I shoulin't wonder if my blessed tailor's A TRUE SPORTSMAN. Bunie enoowe HAD Bowe WHT 
1as become liquidated, for there has been time . 

gh, goodness we |" ; ee 


It haddocks to eat, and = a 
eis hick a lie hectuees Almost as bad as “Golf is all very well for them as likes it, but gimme “ And all through a little diamond 


"NOT mnettitens: ° you, I 8 : ~— agro stand smoke > but-1 sheet 
| don't know how it is,” says Gubbins, “f can wromised to meet me here at three. I don t know how she can have the heart to keep her fe pis Cenlicaane my first thought — 


(1) It was disgraceful of young Bounder to introduce his college (2) But when kta Bounder popped in, crying: “1 say, Meekan- 
ere’s “bar wife coming upstairs; you'd better pul! 
dear girls—well, there—indignation doesn't 

A NEW WAY TO PAY OLD DEBTS. their visitor, express it, The idea of wasting compliments upon a married man! 


ALL TO PLEASE HER. 


HIS FIRST LITTLE BILL. 


1g with Old Charrington, ain't it?” bowls—ylowing bowls for choice.” bracelet. “Great Scott! she thinks I'm Barney Barnato.” “Please, Mr. 
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